SOME LETTERS OF
and were as ridiculous after all as they seem from the serene middle of Harvard Square?
All this is of course (I mean this sentimentalizing and toy-sea-sailing) by way of " compelling incident." That is the most illuminating and fruitful phrase you ever gave me. Every hour that I pilfer from tedium I thank the lips that framed it. Alas! the better ways of gilding the grey days slip from me. Apollo has gone a-hunt-ing and I was n't asked. I have hung my harp on a willow, where it gathers rust and caterpillars with a zeal it lacked in a better cause. I am gone stark dumb. I rap myself and get a sound of cracked clay. A white rage seizes me at times, against the pottering drudgery that has fastened its lichen teeth on me and is softening down my " crisp cut name and date." I echo poor Keats's cry "O for ten years that I may steep myself in poetry" — with the modest substitution of weeks for years, and a willingness to compromise on as many days if Providence will only undertake to get this shiny taste of themes and literary drool out of my mouth, and let me taste the waters of life where they are near the well-head. To go a-brook-following — O happiness, O thou bright Denied!                                           W. V. M.
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